C)0                        LORD   IN  WAITING

was the face of the man who had driven that hearse
in County Mayo forty years before. Lord Dufferin
stepped back with a gesture of refusal. He would
prefer, he said, to walk up the staircase.

* And what happened/ I would ask, c to the lift-
man, Uncle Dufferin ? *

'The lift fell* (and he accompanied these words with
a downward sweep of his hand). * He was killed!

And then, a few minutes later, we should have to
leave the library and make our way back to the nursery
floor, past the statues that glimmered in the gallery,
past the statue of the Viking, the statue of the Duchess
of Argyll, the statue of Sekhmet and the bronze statue
of Siva. Then the green baize door would admit us
to the less terrifying neighbourhood of the serving-
room with the comforting smell of sunlight soap
and paraffin and old wine corks and the knowledge
that but a few steps farther on was the nursery stair-
case, and Miss PUmsoll waiting with the milk and
rusks, and Miss Plimsoll ready to leave her door open
just a tiny crack, and the relief to feel that at Clandeboye
my brother shared my bedroom.

(5)

Lord John Russell, for his part, was determined
that so able a recruit must be attached more firmly to
the Whig colours. He overcame the scruples of the
Queen and induced her to appoint Lord Dufferin one
of her Lords in Waiting. There thus followed five
years of arduous court functions interspersed with
service in the House of Lords, It entailed Windsor,
and Osborne House and long hours spent in gazing
at photograph albums, in coping with the Duchess of